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house them to greet the guests when they congregate for
the summer holidays.
Yet fearsome and dangerous as are these animals, they
have very little significance to the expert hunter; he treats
them like you would toy with your roll and butter at a
restaurant, when waiting for the courses to appear. Sheep
and goats (not those you can see in the fields but the
mountain variety with twirly horns) are his caviare, a
luxury he certainly does not enjoy when he is hunting them.
Look at one of those wild goats, called Tien
Shan ibexes, and think what Colonel John O'Rorke had
to do to get them. A journey to the Pamir Plateau
through Russian Turkestan is no picnic at any time—now
it is an impossibility. A couple of native bearers as
companions, intense cold, chocolate and dried food for
all meals, flea-bags for bed for a month or two, and all
he gets, you may say, is a goat. But what a goat in the
eyes of the world of hunters! And if you have bagged
a Marco Polo Argali, a sheep resident on the Pamir
Plateau, your name takes its place automatically in camp-
fire conversations.
There is one hunter whom all envy, Captain Henry
Brocklehurst, for many years Game Warden of the
Sudan. He has shot the most inaccessible animal in the
world, the giant Panda, in the Sze-Chuan district (if you
know where that is). The giant Panda looks like a black-
and-white bear, and happens to be of the racoon family
—quite a harmless animal. There are plenty of little
Pandas, but only one giant has ever been shot. Captain
Brocklehurst is the F. C Selous type of hunter (the
original of Allan Quatermain)—hardy, courageous, and
actually enjoying iron rations and the solitude enforced
by such expeditions.

